A FALSE ALARM

shades are afforded by the sun's almost vertical rays in this
tropical latitude, and the resulting impressions are soft
planes and an exquisite purity of colour. So smooth from a
distance, the sands are in reality lined with faint coruscations
like tiny wavelets on the shore, and what from afar is a sheet
of pure red colour, when approached sparkles with glints of
green and gold. A breeze blowing from the north sweeps
up gentle slopes to spill a filmy wisp of sand over the brink
and thus builds up a flat rim along the upper leeward edges.
The effect from near at hand is that of the Hellenic helmet
of Flaxman's Heroes, but in the far distance the winding
ridges of the dunes look like the walls of some fair city built
upon a hill.

The Vigil of Christmas was a night of excitement. We had
arrived late in camp, camels had been hobbled as usual and
driven off to. the scant bushes, from behind some of which
came the brisk noises of merry camp-fire parties. There
came a sudden scream. To me it sounded like the hooting
of an owl or the whining cry of an animal; but it spread
instant alarm. My camp was at once in a ferment.

'Gotn! Gomr * Raiders! raiders!' shouted the excitable
Badawin, leaping to their feet, their rifles at the ready; my
servant came running across to me with my Winchester and
bandolier. Our rabias^ of the 'Awamir and Karab tribes,
rushed out shouting: 'We are alert! We are alert! I am
So-and-so1 of such a tribe. These are my party and are
under my protection.' The object of this was to save us

1 abu fulan. In Arabia a man will often call himself and be known as
*the father of a son's name,* a commentary on the honour in which parent-
hood of males is held. Indeed, Saiyid Taimur bin Faisal, the Sultan of
Muscat, almost invariably signed himself in private correspondence, 'Abu
Sa'id,' his son, Saiyid Sa'id, being the heir apparent.